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Home 


Author's Notes: 
So this was an incredibly sad plot bunny that wouldn\'t go away, so | wrote it. This is in Miso/Mercury Diva\'s 
headcanon, Also, let me say that DO NOT KILL YOURSELF, IT IS NOT A ROMANTIC THING. Okay. Enjoy! 


The fight didn't start out like it was the end of the world. Ged and | have a lot of little tiffs. We're both 
"ethnic," you know? As fragile as Ged can be, and as protective of him as | can be, we both revert to yelling 
as a mode of discourse from time to time. So it started as another little every day spat, one that might lead 
into crazy make-up sex if it got a little too far and we got a little too lucky. 


We were sitting at the dinner table, finishing off a (too-small for my tastes, but in line with Ged's recent 
health sanctions) bit of beef tenderloin with a Caprice de Dieux and shiitake topping that | whipped up, along 
with duchess potatoes and creamed spinach. We had a delicious cabernet uncorked for it, and we'd each had 


our little four ounce serving, as allowed by our doctors. Sometimes getting old blows. 


We were having a lovely dinner, honestly. No tension, nothing. It had been a long time since we'd had much 
tension. | guess I'd gotten complacent.. Soft? Is that the word? | don't know. Anyway.. We'd been enjoying dinner, 


when Geddy reached for the wine bottle. 

"This is so good. | think I'll have another glass." 

"We can have it again tomorrow." 

| know, but it won't be as good once it's had time to oxidize, Lerxst" 

"Sure, but | don't want to have to carry you upstairs after you've taken your meds." 

| swear, | swear that | was totally lighthearted at that point. | was figuring he'd have his second drink, then 
take his Paxil and his Xanax and his Abilify, and then I'd have to haul his floppy ass to bed. I've done it before, 
and | honestly didn't mind doing it again. Sure, it was a pain, but it wasn't that bad, and it was kinda fun seeing 
him giggling and silly and boneless. It was probably nothing | wanted to encourage too often, but he was a big 


boy, and | was fine. Then things took a turn. 


He grinned tightly, that "lm kidding, but I'm really not" grin that always sets my nerves on edge. "Oh," he said, 
airily, "| thought, maybe, just for tonight, | wouldn't take my meds. You know, just for tonight” 


Hrm. That was not cool. He really wasn't supposed to skip a night, not even one little night. But, | thought to 
myself, he's a grownup. One night will probably be okay, just let him go. 


But here's the thing. Geddy has these invisible antennas, always up and quivering and waiting for my 
disappointment. | know that he just does it to protect himself, that my negative feelings are like toxic 
kryptonite to him, that he just wants to prepare for the slightest feeling of disapproval, but SHT it causes 
more problems than it solves. Sometimes things don't need to be reacted to. But they are reacted to, no 
matter what. 


| could tell I'd flinched as soon as he spoke again. 


"What, Alex?" He was still grinning, his grin going from "I'm kidding" to "Don't be mad." Nothing makes me 
madder than the "Don't be mad" grin. It tells me | should be mad. | felt my tension rise. 


"Do you think that's a good idea?" | ask, trying not to be a dick. 


"Well, uh, you know," he still grinned, drained his glass, and poured another. When he's nervous, when he's 


upset, he drinks. It frequently ends badly. | grabbed the glass from him. 
"You've had enough." 


Geddy, my love, my darling Geddy, has rarely been contentious with me outside the studio. (Inside, he can be a 
royal bastard, but that's a whole different thing) But, for some reason, he didn’t capitulate; he got pissed. He 


grabbed the glass out of my hand, wine sloshing onto both of our hands with the violence of the grasp. 
He looked at me, dark brows drawn resolutely, a beat happening between us. 
"Really?" 


| should have let him go. How much more would he have drank? A glass? Two? Who honestly gives a shit? If 
he wasn't taking his pills, there was no danger of him pulling a Hendrix. I'd have to be a drill sergeant about 
making sure his med holiday only lasted one night, but no matter what he'd drank, it would have never been as 


bad as what happened | didn't know. | was an asshole. 


"Yeah, Ged, fuck you, you're supposed to not be drinking with your meds, and you're not supposed to skip a 
dose. How often do we have to do this? Now put that glass down, right this instant.” 


He looked me, | swear to God, right in the eyes, and drained his glass. Then he grabbed the bottle of wine and 
poured the rest of it into his glass. | said nothing, and he chugged it, then gave me the meanest fucking look 


he'd ever given me. 


| should have been okay. But | wasn't. | should have shrugged it off. But | didn't. | was tired of taking care of 
someone who could take care of himself. It didn't start out like much, but by then | was as angry as I've ever 
been | grabbed his wrists and shoved the goblet away. It fell to the ground and bounced on the carpet. He 
gaped at me. | shouted. 


"No, Geddy, you're done." 


It was a ridiculous thing to say, since the bottle was empty, but fuck it, | needed to make a statement. He 
fixed me with another mean look. He was pissed, and | don't even know why. He'd done what he wanted. Even 
still, | should have been all right.. | should have just let everything go. But | was tired, and sicker of trying than 
| knew. | wanted to slap that look off his face, but of course | couldn't hit him. So | slapped him with words. 


"Fuck you, Ged!" What a witty comeback, huh? Good thing I'm "the funny one." 


He looked at me, shocked. He was used to me taking care of him, and now | was ripping the bandage off.. He 
stared, eyes and mouth agape. | should have comforted him, but | didn't. | know that was what he wanted, even 


if he didn't show it, but my heart said "fuck him" so hard that | hit him with it. 
How could | have hurt him like that? 


Geezus fuck you goddamn Geddy fuck you fuck all your shit, | thought. He sunk back onto his chair. | stood up 
and grabbed him by his arm, yanking him to his feet. | guess | had this stupid idea that if he thought he was 
okay skipping his meds for the evening, he could just administer them himself, | don't really know. | pulled him 


up the stairs, then opened the safe in the bedroom. | grabbed the meds out of the safe. | don't know that | 
thought he wouldn't be okay, | was just fucking exhausted taking care of him. Fuck me. Everything was red and 


raw and | just wanted to hurt him. 


| threw his meds, all three bottles, at him. | swear, if he'd flinched even a bit, or had seemed even a bit sad, | 


wouldn't have left him like that. For some reason, though, he was being a bastard. He cared less, his face said. 


"Here, you know what? You're so fucking smart, you deal with your meds yourself. lm fucking done with you." | 
didn't mean that | was done with him for good, | really didn't. | meant.. Ugh, | don't know. | guess | meant that | 
wanted him to let me off the hook for his happiness, just a little. | wanted him to think about how his illness 

affected me. | wanted him to be healthy so that we could have a normal life and not think about this shit any 


more. 


But | didn't explain any of that. | flipped him the bird | swear to God, that's the last thing | saw. He was on the 
bed, mouth open, eyes hard, med bottles thrown around him, but if he'd been sad, if he'd been crying, | would 
have gone back and hugged him.. | would have comforted him if we'd been on the road or if he'd seemed sad, 


but we were home. We were in Toronto, we were in our house, he was safe in a familiar surrounding, and he 


looked at me with the biggest "fuck you" on his face. | flipped him the bird, and | left. 


| didn't turn back. | walked down the hall, down the stairs, to the garage, and to my car. | opened the garage 
door, and at that point, my phone rang with his special ringtone, our song. | didn't want to deal with him. | 
picked up my phone and turned it to "vibrate." 


| started the car and drove toward the city. My phone vibrated the whole way in. | was tempted to answer, 
but | didn't. A night apart might be a good thing. | didn't have anything new to say to him, anyway. 


| checked into a luxury hotel downtown. | honestly didn't care what one, | just wanted to pull my Mercedes into 
the garage, avoid any and all adoring fans, go up to a penthouse, drink the entire courtesy bar, and pass out, 
forgetting about my husband. | made it to my room without incident, drank exactly half a tiny bottle of Chivas 
from the minibar, stripped down to my underwear, and climbed into bed. My phone kept buzzing until the 
battery ran out, then | threw it into the corner and pulled the pillow over my head. 

| think I'd been asleep for about four hours before the room phone started to ring. How the fuck did he fnd 
me? | thought, then rolled over. | ignored it as long as | could, then picked up the phone, screaming "Fuck of fl" 
and hanging it back up. | wanted to go back home, but | didn't want to admit defeat, not yet. 

A bit later, the phone rang again. | wasn't feeling so bad at that point, so | picked up. 

"Mmhhh, yeah, good job, you fucking found me." 

"Alex?" It wasn't Geddy. It was someone else.. Someone | knew... Who? Oh, yeah, fuck, Neil 

"Uh, yeah?" 


"Shit, yeah, I'm coming to get you, okay?" 


| paused for a second My brain wasn't working yet. "To do what?" 
'Lerxst, you need to go to the hospital” 

"Hospital? Why?" 

"Geddy's there" 


| punched the pillow. Fuck it. Fuck him. | was tired of this. "Well, you know, maybe he needs to spend a little 
time there, get a little intensive therapy.” 


A pause. The worst fucking pause. It was a beat longer than | could ever imagine. "Alex," Not Lerxst, ‘Alex: 


"Alex, it's not the psych ward.. He's.. he's not okay.. He's really sick" 


| felt like I'd been kicked in the gut. | knew it wasn't good. My brain had started to work. Fuck. Why was Neil 
even there? Sure, he'd been in Canada, Quebec, but why was he in Toronto? It wasn't something like food 
poisoning or a broken arm or something, not if Neil had made the trip down. Christ, he couldn't have even 


driven it. He must have flown. It couldn't be good at all. "How.. How sick?" 


"They don't know if he'll make it. Fuck, Alex, what's your room number? I'm downstairs, and they won't tell me 


where you are." 
That was a heartbeat ago. 


| told him, and a few minutes later, there's a knock on the door, and then Neil's in my room helping me get 
dressed, then leading me downstairs. On the way, he tells me what's happening. My darling, my dearest, my 
love had taken all of his meds. ALL of them. Luckily, my stepdaughter had gone back to the house and found 
him before the overdose could kill him. Not luckily, it was too late to stop the worst of the effects from 
taking hold. He's hooked up to a ventilator, and things don't look like they're going to improve. He's probably not 
going to get better. He made his wishes about life support known years ago, as he watched friends and family 


members waste away hooked up to machines, so | know that he won't be on that ventilator for long. 


There'd been a note. Neil, merciful man that he is, doesn't tell me the content. He only says that that was how 
they'd known to look for me somewhere in the city, though they hadn't known just where. Apparently there'd 


been quite a few phone calls all over town. | wonder which of my in-laws | told to fuck themselves. 


The streetlights of the city float past the rental car. I'm glad | got a hotel downtown, it's closer to the 
hospital. | feel strangely numb -- not at all what | would expect myself to feel. Maybe the grief is building. | 
feel a heavy, dull ache somewhere in the center of my chest, and | feel my breathing become shallow. Maybe 
that's the seed of an emotion that's going to burst into full-blown tears and sadness later. | hope so. Maybe 
the numbress is because | don't believe that this can be happening. There's no life without my baby, and l'm 
apparently still alive, so he must be okay. | know that's not true, but it's comforting to think it, anyway. 


We pull up to Mount Sinai and are ushered past the paparazzi into a back entrance to the ICU. We go up to a 
tiny, dim waiting room, and | see Geddy's family there, his mom, his brother, his sister, his ex-wife, my 
stepson and his wife, and my stepdaughter. They all turn when the elevator door opens and stare at us. 


Julian, my son that never totally accepted me as a father, the one probably more hurt by his mother and 
father's divorce than anyone, walks toward me. He's a handsome kid -- red-haired like his mom, but with his 
father's angular cheekbones and long nose.. And so smart. | know Geddy and Nancy are so proud. | can't take 
any of the credit; he was already mostly grown by the time Geddy and | became a family. We've never 


connected much, but | love him. And he grabs me by the collar and shoves me into the wall, hard. 

"YOU FUCKING BASTARD!" he screams, his face scarlet. 

"Jules... What... Uh." 

"You fucking killed him, you bastard!" 

| look over his shoulder, and | see the people that I've grown to love as my family over the years -- Mary, 
Allan, Susie, Nancy, Julian's wife Lauren, and my darling stepdaughter, Kyla And | can see they all hate me. 
They all fucking hate me. 

Neil is trying to help out. 

"Please, guys, now's not the time for blame. Alex has a right to be here, no matter what." 

Julian doesn't care, he shakes me. "Fuck you, you knew how he was! And you didn't fucking care, did you? You 
didn't care! You just fucking hurt him and walked out on him!" He screams, and slams me against the wall, then 
lets go. | thud, then slide to the floor. | dimly see security loom in the background. | don't want them to get 
involved. Not now. 

Neil hovers over me. "Alex, are you all right?" 

"Yeah.. yeah.. Take me home, please?" 

"Alex, | don't think you get it.. They're going to pull --" 

My head makes a loud buzz, and | can't focus, and the ache in my chest grows deeper, like it's growing and 
pressing outward against my ribcage. | need to go. The security guards are eyeing Julian warily, and | know we 
can't be in the same room, and | don't want him to get taken away from his dad, not now.. And, cowardly as 
you might think | am, | don't want to be in this antiseptic smelling hospital with the harsh fluorescent lights 


any shiny tile floors. It's really a primitive reaction, a survival reaction. | need to protect myself. | need to run. 


| need to be gone, away from this crazy place where nothing makes sense. Where Geddy is dying. 


"Fuck, Neil, take me away right now, okay? Please?" 
Neil looks at me weirdly. "Okay, Alex, okay.” 


We don't talk much in the elevator. The building pressure and pain in my chest makes it hard for me to talk, 
anyway, or even to stand. Neil's holding me up now. We get to the lobby. It's hard to walk. Suddenly there's a 
bright sharp tearing feeling that starts behind my breastbone and rips through my whole body. | drop to my 
knees, looking at Neil's anguished face. 


Then there's a bright white light and a hum, and l'm blinded for a moment. When my vision clears, | look 
around. There's people around me, but not the same people. Neil's gone. | realize that its strange that he just 
took off, but for some reason I'm not worried, or even really that curious. I'm also not scared. Instead, | 
understand that seeing Geddy is the only important thing. Fuck everyone else. If they want to be angry at me, 
hell, if they want to deck me, let them. | need to see him. It's the only important thing. Just that. 


| get to my feet, and nothing hurts. Not my chest, not my knees or my back or anything. It's easier to move 
than it's been in years. | get in the elevator, and go back to Geddy's floor. 


The elevator doors open, and no one is there. Oh, nice, | think. They all cared so much, but then they left him. | 
see a few patients milling around, looking confused, but no staff. What a shitty hospital, honestly. | walk down 
the hallway to the door marked "Weinrib." | go through the door, expecting the worst, expecting my baby 
prostrate, unmoving.. dead but for the machine keeping him alive.. 

He's sitting on the bed in a t-shirt and jeans, humming to himself, lacing up his Converse. He looks up at me 
and smiles, the brightest smile I've ever seen, not even the slightest cloud of sadness in the blue sky of his 
joy. I've never seen him like this. 


"Lerxst!" 


| can't believe it. It's a miracle, and | realize that he's always been a miracle in my life. My eyes fill with tears, 


and they spill down my cheeks as | cross the cold linoleum floor. 

"Geddy? Are you really okay?" 

He giggles. "Yes! I'm wonderful. They say | can finally go home. And you can go with me, if you want!" 
| walk to him and kiss him on the lips. "Wherever you go, l'm going with you." 


He kisses me back and looks into my eyes. "l'm so glad. | missed you." He finishes tying his sneakers and 


stretches his legs out in front of him, seemingly no worse for wear. 


"Let's get out of here! There's so much to do -- my dad is coming over for dinner tonight” 


| pause, a lump suddenly forming in my throat. "Your dad, Ged?" 


He beams. "Yeah! He can't wait to meet you! | was scared that he'd be mad, but he says he loves you as long 


as | do.." He grins even wider. 


| start to get the idea of what's going on (as a certain sausage shop proprietor once told me, lim no genius), 
and it freaks me out. "Geddy? What's out there, though?" | see that outside the windows, the sky isn't dark 
any more. It's pearlescent, like no dawn I've experienced. It's almost painfully beautiful, but lim afraid. | clutch 


his hand. "What's out there for us?" 


Geddy smiles reassuringly and kisses my hand. "Don't worry, Lerxst. As long as we're together, what can go 
wrong?" 


| put my arms around him and squeeze him hard. He's right. No matter what, everything is going to be okay. | 
help him off the bed, and we walk home, into the bright light of forever. 


